PROLOGUE 


A starry moon glowed on the pacing boulders, turning them a reckless silver. 
The silence was oddly broken by an endless screen of dappled dewdrops 
screeching the stirring of the whisper in the shadows from the echo beyond. 
There was a heartbeat in the shadows, and from all shapes the lithe dark 
shadows crept undertone around the rocks. Unsettled claws glinted in the 
moonlight. Where the wary amber eyes flashed like fire. And then, as if the 
fire lit up, the dogs leaped at each other, and suddenly the rocks were alive 
with wrestling and tugging, barking dogs. 

At the center of the frenzy of brindle fur and claws, a massive Bulldog pinned 
down a husky he-dog to the ground and drew his huge muscles up to his 
shoulders triumphantly. “Wolf-fang!” The bulldog growled. “How dare you 
hunt in our territory?” He went on. “The wrestlingrocks belong to 
Stormtail’s Tribe!” 

“After this day, Boulderclaw, this will just be another of Longfang’s Tribe’s 
territory!” The husky spat back. 

A warning yowl came from the boulders, shrill and dangerous. 

“Look out! More Longfang’s Tribe’s dogs are coming!” 

Boulderclaw turned his green gaze to see the longing storm of dogs pulling 
their bodies from up the rocks of the forest. The dirty Longfang dogs 
bounded up from the shore slowly as they pushed themselves from the below 
down onto the battlefield. 

The bulldog glared down on at Wolf-fang. “You may be as fast as vultures, 
but you and your Tribe do not belong in this forest!” He drew his teeth back 
from his long-hanging mouth of the husky that struggled beneath him. 


The desperate bark of a Stormtail Tribe dog rose from high above the clamor. 
A wiry Longfang dog had pinned the Beagle down flat on his belly. Now he 
lunged for his neck with his jaw still dripping with mud from the travel 
against the rain. 

Boulderclaw heard the bark and let go of Wolf-fang. With a high leap, he 
knocked the Poodle off from the Beagle. “Quick, Whiskerheart, run!” He 
ordered, before turning on the Longfang dog who had attacked him. 
Whiskerheart scrambled to his paws, with long whiskers and wincing from 


the long gash on his leg, and raced away. 


